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| locked myself in the kitchen. No one in, no one out. The radio was playing a marathon of sappy love songs 
leading up to Valentine's Day, which only managed to whip me into a romantic frenzy. | had a window of about 
three hours. Dave was down at the record store. And prior experience has proven that it takes him about 
that long to get through the entire store and stand at the counter, bullshitting with the owner. | swear, that 
man will talk the ears off a brass monkey if you get him on his favorite subject: Music. 


It both amused me and made my heart swell that, wherever he went, first, Dave took his dog just like a little 
boy. And second, he found someone with whom to talk music. 


Dave is a chocoholic. | spent weeks, on the sly, trying to find the perfect recipe for a Valentine's treat for him. 
| finally came up with a chocolate shard cake. Which is essentially a layer cake with thick frosting and big 
shards and scrolls of homemade chocolate. Last night, before | came up to bed, | set the chocolate into the 


refrigerators here. | made three big slabs, milk chocolate, dark chocolate, and white chocolate. 


Now | was getting to work baking the cake layers. Devil's food cake, of course. While they baked, | mixed up a 
big bowl of dark chocolate frosting. Using the end of a finger, | tasted the frosting and found it extremely rich 
and decadent. Skip the cake, let me just smear this all over my body. 


Dave was getting spoiled for Valentine's Day. He didn't know it yet but we were spending the day locked in our 
loft apartment. | already bought the ingredients for his favorite dinner; a healthy cut of prime rib with a 
couple of his favorite sides. After dinner, | planned on giving him a full body rub down. If we don't get to 
dessert, well then, no big deal. It would keep. 


Way back in the beginning, | tried to do big things like this for my former lover. And | think, for the first 
couple years, he appreciated my efforts. Back then, those efforts consisted of a boxed cake and a dinner of 
spaghetti, followed by me laying on my back and letting him do whatever he wanted. And then my efforts 


ceased as the relationship turned sour. 


So, call it whatever you want, but | was really excited to have someone who would appreciate this again. | loved 
doing things for Dave and a holiday like Valentine's Day was an excuse for me to go over the top. Did he have 
something planned himself? | don't know and | don't really care. Knowing that he was enjoying what | had planned 
was enough to make me happy. 


| had just taken the cakes out of the oven and laid them on the work bench when the | heard a sweet, quiet 
song begin on the radio. It brought a smile to lips and a little shake to my hips. No! No, no, no. | like big, loud 
metal music, right?? 

How can anybody resist this gorgeously sweet song? And | found myself singing along. 

"Well, you done done me and you bet | felt it 

| tried to be chil but you're so hot that | melted 

| fell night through the cracks and now Im trying to get back 

Before the cool done run out lil be giving it my bestest 

And nothing's going to stop me but divine intervention 

| reckon its again my turn fo win some or learn some" 

| danced my way over to the radio and turned it up, still singing at the top of my voice. 

There was a pounding on the door then, and | heard, "What the hell is going on in there?" 

Jamie was standing with her arms crossed in front of her when | opened the door. 

‘lm baking a cake for Dave. He back yet?" 

"No." 

"Good." 


"Were you singing?" 


"Might have been" 


She sighed and rolled her eyes. Of course she wasn't into Valentine's Day. Just another day, according to her. 


Just a day for card companies to cash in. | bet she changes her tune later when Chris takes her out. 
Once the cakes were cool enough, | frosted them and then stacked the three tiers together. Three thin, eight 
inch layers all held together with thick, fluffy, chocolate frosting. Next, | broke apart and shaved the chocolate. 


Shards were stuck against the side of the cake, all three flavors in all different shapes and sizes. Then | lightly 
dropped the shavings on top. 


| stood back and admired my handiwork. It really was gorgeous. Almost too good to eat. Too rich to eat, also. 
Enough of this might send Dave into a diabetic coma. I'll have to ration the cake for him before he gobbles the 
entire thing. 


"David! David, get your ass out here!" Jamie howled and banged on the door. 


| quickly scooped up the cake and shoved it in the cooler before | opened the kitchen door, half expecting to see 


Dave there. 
"What? Why are you screaming?" 


"LOOK!" She pointed at the large, flat panel TV on the wall and there was Dave, dressed in a suit. A suit? He 


left in jeans. 


"What is he doing?" | wondered out loud as | wiped my hands on my apron and took a step closer. "Where is 
he?" 


A local reporter that | recall being here a couple times stepped up to him and smiled at him. “I'm standing 
outside the local Minneapolis Red Cross headquarters with Dave Grohl, a transplant from Los Angeles." 


"Among other places." He added with a smile. 

"Dave, how are you? What's going on today?" 

"Today's Valentine's Day, as you know. You can tell by how fu- freaking cold it is here in February. But l'm 
here today to talk to Lynette Nyman, she is the president of the Minneapolis chapter of the American Red 
Cross. Today is a huge day for blood drives, you know, Valentine's Day, hearts, and all of that." 

The reporter smiled and nodded. "And what are you here to talk about, Dave?" 

"Well, I'm not sure if you are aware of this, but back in 1983, the FDA banned gay men from donating blood. 


Thirty years and major, major leaps forward in science and technology, not to mention ethics, but this ban is 


still in place. | think it's time for it to be lifted And I'm not the only one. I'm here to garner the support of the 


American Red Cross and take our fight to Washington" 

"Holy shit." | muttered and put my hand over my mouth. 

"And what brought this about, Dave? Why you? Why now?" 

"Why not me? Why not now? No, this isn't about me. This is about a very, very courageous man who has 
received his fair share of blood transfusions in the past. He taught me a lot about the difference between 
right and wrong. This is about every other man out there who gives and loves freely and who only wants to 
do his part for his fellow man. This is for David, who | am sure has been dragged in front of the TV by now. 


So happy Valentine's Day, baby. | love you." Dave gave the camera his best, sweetest smile. 


The entire shop, Jamie, the boys, the handful of patrons, erupted in cheers and clapping. |, however, choked 
back tears and lifted the hem of my apron to my face. 


"And | made him a fucking cake." | muttered with a sad smile. "He goes out there and changes the world, in my 


name no less, and | made him a cake." 

Jamie put her arm around my shoulders and kissed my cheek A rare display of affection "A cake he's gonna 
bust a nut over, and you know it. Feed him dinner, feed him cake, and then fuck the hell out of him. That's 
what he wants from you. And it doesn't matter what either of you do for each other, the love you share is 
like nothing else in the world. Show him that. Be happy for that." 

"Thanks." 

"Now, show me this cake. | might eat it before you get a chance to give it to him." 

| took her into the kitchen and pulled the cake from the cooler. 

"David, it's fucking gorgeous. Oh wow. He's gonna love it" 


"You think so?" 


‘Oh, hell yes. You know he loves it when you make things for him. This and dinner and who knows what else." 


She grinned and gave me a wink 

‘| can't believe he did this amazing thing and didn't even tell me about it" 

"Well, that's part of Valentine's Day, isn't it? The chance to surprise the ones we love." 
"What did you do to surprise Chris?" 


"| woke him up with a blowjob." She said with a tilt of her head and a grin and then left the room. 


| was making a caramel latte for one of my favorite regulars when the door opened and in walked the hero of 
the day. When | raised my eyes to look at him, he met my gaze and winked before basking in the applause and 
adoration of our friends. When he finally made it across the shop and around the bar, he walked right up 


behind me, swept my hair from my neck and kissed me. 
"You're ridiculous." | hissed. 
"| know, from prior experience, that when you say that, it's a compliment.” 


| closed the store up early and sent everybody home around six. Dave had that glimmer in his eye that he 
gets whenever he knows he's going to get some. But he immediately pouted when | sent him out for a walk 


with the dog. 

"Don't come back for fifteen minutes, Grohl, or none for you." 
"But David." 

"No buts. Go!" 

"You're a mean, mean man" 

"Aint 1?" 


After he reluctantly left with the dog and | had to watch his pouty face walk down the sidewalk, glancing in the 
window at me, | flew up the stairs and got to work on dinner. The meat went into the oven, the twice baked 
potatoes were popped in also. On the stove top went the steamer for the vegetables. And the last thing | 
needed to do in the kitchen was chop up the vegetables and fruits for the salad. 


| covered the small table in the corner with a red silk cloth and over top of that, a sheer white cloth. It was 
set with the only plates we had upstairs, which were chipped and mismatched, like most of the stuff 
downstairs. One thing we did have, though, upon Dave's insistence, was a good set of knives. He bought an 


entire professional chef set for me and | hated to admit it, but they were worth every penny. 


After | dressed the table, lit the candles and lowered the lights in the entire loft except the kitchen, | heard 
the clink of dog nails against the steps followed by the slower, softer patter of Dave's feet. The dog 


immediately smelled her dinner waiting for her and the man immediately grinned at the atmosphere l'd created. 
"Steaks?" 


Oh, | guess he grinned at the smell of dinner cooking. 


"Prime rib." 


"Oo! Even better!" He approached me and wound his arms around me from behind. "You're a good Valentine's 


Day date." 

"Oh, am |?" 

‘Mmhmm. Making this big, romantic dinner for me and everything. What comes after dinner?" 
‘Nothing. An early night to sleep." 

"David!" He whined and smacked my ass. 


"So how long have you had that little stunt planned?" | asked him, turning my head to look at his face as he 
rested his chin on my shoulder, watching me chop peppers for the salad. 


A hand snaked around me and stole a large piece and popped it into his mouth. 

"Watch those fingers, I'll cut them off. How long?" 

"A little while." 

| picked up another piece of pepper and fed it to him. "I liked it." 

"| know." He said before he kissed my cheek and slipped away from me to the fridge for a beer. 


| glanced at him and noticed he was wearing a thermal underwear shirt, a pair of red and green flannel pants 


and my slippers. 

Lookin’ good, baby." 

"| know." 

"Not as good as you did in that suit. But good enough." 

"Good enough for what?" 

| grinned and looked up at the ceiling as if | was thinking about something. "Guess you'll have to wait and see." 


He took his bottle of beer and wandered over to the coffee table. He picked up the TV remote and found a 
music channel. The sound of Tony Bennetts ‘The Way You Look Tonight filled the loft. 


Throughout the meal, he watched me. The candlelight from the tapers on the table shone brightly in his 
dancing eyes. He was, by far, the most gorgeous creature I've ever laid eyes on and he loved me. He chose me. 
Most importantly, Dave has taught me that my love is special, too. My love ought to be treasured and 
cherished just as much as his. And, in his gentle, capable hands, | knew it was. Yeah, | know there are people 
out there that look at us and wonder what the hell he's doing with me. And the answer is simple: he's loving 
me and being loved by me. 

"Don't eat too much. There's dessert" | told him with a smirk. 

"There is?! What is it?" 

"Wait and see." 

"David! What is it?" 

"Wait. And. See." | gave him my patented glare. 

Together, we cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher. | put the coffee maker on and told him to wait. 
"Where are you going?" 

"Downstairs. Wait right here." 

Holding the cake by it's base in both hands, | carried it up the stairs, into the loft. 

‘Ohhh David!" He practically drooled as he knees buckled. "You made that?" 

"Nope, | bought it" 


"Liar. You made it. It's fucking incredible!" 


"Make coffee while | slice this up." | plucked a shaving of chocolate off the top of the cake after | put it down 
on the island and offered it to him. 


His eyes, dripping with lust, met mine as he opened his mouth. | fed the chocolate to him and his lips found my 
thumb and sucked on it. | felt my own mouth open as | watched his. He accomplished his goal, | could feel my 
groin tighten and my stomach flip. 


After we had the cake and coffee, Dave banished me to the bedroom. He promised he wasn't going to eat 


more of the cake but that he would clean up the rest of the mess for me and meet me in our bed. 


Stretching out across the bed, | kicked my shoes off but that was it. After a few minutes, Dave rushed in and 


was immediately crestfallen. 


"You're still dressed” 

"Oh" | grinned. "You wanted me to take my clothes off?" 

"Well, of course!" He approached slowly and | noticed one hand behind his back. 

"What are you hiding back there?" 

"Get naked and I'll show you." 

"You better not have cake in that hand." 

He gave me that beautiful, dimpled smile of his and said, "Would | do that?" 

"Yes. Yes, you would" But | stood up anyway and unbuttoned my shirt. 

He watched, biting his lip, fucking me with his eyes, as | dropped my pants. | might have teased him a little 
when | climbed back on the bed, giving him a nice view of my bare ass. | lowered my body to the mattress, 
turned on my side and gave him a ‘come hither’ waggle of my finger. 

As Dave crawled onto the bed with me, he held out an envelope. 


"What is this?" 


"Your plane ticket to Washington" He murmured just before he wrapped his arms around me and kissed me. 


"Happy Valentine's Day." 


